she would at last clasp lier arms round her husband's
neck as if she were never going to see him again. Then
she would follow him out on to the landing and watch
him disappear round the curve of the stairs; as soon
as he was gone she would dash into the study, fling
open the window whatever the weather, and watch
with eyes oblivious of all else the figure that emerged
into the street below and made its dwindling way
amongst the other passers-by, erect as ever, chest well
out, umbrella in one hand, bundle of papers under
the other arm. At a certain spot he always turned
round and waved, and Madame Varambaud waved
back. Then at last, her whole expression altering, she
would shut the window, and there followed the usual
hour of feverish activity that always preceded her
departure. Doors slammed, keys clicked, voices called.
Attracted by the noise, Michel, for want of anything
better to do, would stroll over to his mother's room.
The door would be open, and so would be the door
of Cecile's room on the opposite side of the corridor.
Prom the gloomy little bathroom separating the two
rooms Madame Varambaud's voice would suddenly
emerge:
"Ready, Cecile?"
Cecile, who had just sat down at her table, would
reply in the affirmative. And at once, clad in a black
petticoat, her yellowish flannel wrapper flung back
from her shoulders to reveal a linen chemise, and all
one side of her face covered with soapy lather, Madame
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